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ADVERTISEMENT. 


H E Publication of this Piece 

would not have been ſo long 
 delay'd, but for the Expectation of 
lerforming it, as at firſt intended; 
which e by the ſame 1 11 


fatigable — was ſtill fru- 
ſtrated. L. 
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S HE Father of the following little 
22 T 85 Offspring, being very we E 


tot of the natural Weakneſs of this his 
28178 puny Child, did never intend to truſt 


it abroad without the LEADING STRINGS of 


Action; had not the Fear of thoſe, who, like 


 Cowards, are afraid of their own Shadows, 


aſſiduouſly oppoſed the Repreſentation ; being 
terribly apprebenſive that the Strength of a 


poor Baby Monoſyllable might affect the Mag- 


nanimity of a Drawcœanſir. Such is the 
Force of Self-Convietion ! ------- But as this 
Infant is oblig'd. to walk alone, by many. 


who are reſolbd on it's Appearance, it's. 
Father moſt humbly defires the good-natur'd. 
Town will not tumble the little creature into 
the Dirt; but that they will help it forward. 
over the Kennels of Detraction; and, in Com- 
paſſion to the Tenderneſs of it's Age, keep the 


barking Curs, the Critics, at a Diſtance.--- 
And to excite them to this Benevolence, here 
| a 2 follows 


iv PREFACE. 3 
follow the Memoirs of the cruel and affefting 


This Piece of Fun, Son to the Father, and 


— —— 


Grandſon to the Grandfather of the: ſame 


Name, was - conceiv'd, in a Fit of Laughter, 
about the 8th of February, in the Year 1752. 
His Mother advanced happily in her Preg- 
nancy, and there were great Hopes of a fine 
Offspring ; but, unhappily, juſt before the 
Time of her Delivery, Meaſures were taken, 
by a certain great Man, to make her miſ- 
carry ; excited, as ſome ſay, to this Piece of 
Barbarity, by an old Woman's Propheſy which 
he keeps by him (caſt in leaden Characters) 
in a Cheſt of Braſs ſecured, hke'the fortunate 
Tickets of a Lottery, by ſeven Locks: And 
of which Propheſy the following is a Trans 

feript < „„ OL 


When Fun 
a TE AQ. 5 
Then Prawcanſir's Race is run. 


However childiſh and ridiculous it may ſcem 
for a Man to be affected with ſuch idle Stuff as 
this, it is not unprecedented or extravagantly 
ſtrange ; fince Tradition tells us, that Saturn, 
Father of JuP1TER, the Great Grandfather 
Cyrus, and many other auguſt Perſonages, 
were equally mod d, by ſuch Inſtigations, to much 
the ſame Abſurdities. * ü 
Of 


PREFACE. d 
Notwithſtanding, however, all ſuch malignant 
Meaſures were taken, the full Time of Preg- 
nancy advanc d, and the Child was hourly expec- 
ted; when a poſitive Order came down, that 
Mrs. Fun, who then lay at the Roſe-Tavern, 
muſt not be brought to-bed within the Walls, left 
the Child, which auas ſuſpefted to. be a Baſtard, 
ſhould bring a Scandal on the Dignity and 
Chaſtity of the City. Upon this, even while 
the Lady lay crying out, the Father waited on 
the chief” Perſonage of the Liberties, with Re- 
monſtrances, that the Child aas very honeſtly 
got, and that none but. very creditable People 
were at the Labour; complaining, at the fame 
Time, that the ſame Privilege had been permit= 
ted an old Woman gf a very bad Character, 
one Mother Midnight, who had often practis d 
ber Profeſſion there, tho it was now denied 
others. -=--"Tavas all in vain: The Gentleman, 
though he behaved with. a great deal of Polite- 
neſs and Good-manners, was ſo prepoſſeſs d a- 
gainſt the whole Family of FuN, which had been 
falſely repreſented.to him as of no Character or 
Reputation, that, he not only. forbid the Men 
Midwives doing: their Duty, but ſent others 
to fee his Orders duly executed. What 
could now be done 2----Mrs. Fun was, in the 
midſt of her Travail, removd; and, no- 
body daring to give her Aſſiſtance, her poor 
Offspring almoſt periſhed in the Birth. But 
"OO Na- 


n 


vi PREFACE. 
Nature had been liberal, the Stamina were 
found, and branched out for Life. Tis true, 
indeed, its Features were ſo defac'd, that the 
rong Likeneſs in them was almoſt lgſt; and 
a Weakneſs, which will be laſting as it's Life, 
2s the Conſequence of the Uſage it then met 
-with.------Jf, after all, then, it ſhould fail of 
anſwering thoſe Eupectations the Town had 
of it, in Embrio ; it will undoubtedly be 
thought, there is Reaſon enough to excuſe all 
the Imperfections and Failings it is unhappily 
afflicted with ; fince theſe are ſo far from being 
its Faults, that they are Mi fortunes which 
muſt infallibly engage the Protection of every 
candid, tender-hearted, chriſtian Reader, 


A® dying Sinners hope to get to Head n, 

And beg and pray to have their Crimes forgiv'n, 
So T come here, with humble Supplication, 

In hopes you'll kindly ſave us from Damnation. 

For you muſt know the whole of this Deſign, 

The Plot, the Manner, Sentiment is mine. 

Tis true, we muſt confeſs, our motley Piece 

Is not con find by Laws from Rome or Greece: 
For I diſdain old Ariſtotle's Rules, 

That tie down Scriblers, limit none but Fools. 

I dare beyond the Goal of Critics run, 

What Order ſhould confine the Works of FUN, 
Whoſe Self 1 am ?---- And for your Information, 
Hear my Birth, Parentage and Education: 

Ay Sire was, thirty Years ago, in Vogue; 

His Name was WIr, an arch, diverting Rogne ; 
My Mother's Name was HUuMouR, low and poor, 
Reduc'd for Want ſometimes to play the Whore. 
Who fo be what ſhe was pleas'd to grant, 
Was RIBALDRY, her favourite Gallant. 

Now, little Delicacy dwelt in either, 

For, as Pm told, they all Three lay together. 

Soon after I was born, their darling Son, 

A Baſtard Compound he !---was chriſten d FUN. 
Laughter, a merry Fade, was choſe my Nurſe ; 
 Fheoſe Birth was mean, but Education worſe - 
Betimes ſhe taught me to diſtort the Face, 
And ſueer at every thing but want of Grace; 

At twelve Years old ſbe ſent me firſt to School; 

My Tutor, Ignorance, a Coxcomb and a Fool. 
Little Tlearn'd tis true, but ev'ry Day 

The Truant play d, at length ran quite away. 

Proud of my Freedom, rambling up and down, 
Folly, a Flt that ruins half the Town, | 
Spreading thoſe Arms which ev'ry Fool admires, 
Caught me to ſatisfy her looſe Deſires. 

The Taſk, tho hard, I follow'd with Delight; 
Sometimes molt wiſely wrong, and ſometimes blindly right : 
Ade all Order, or the vain Pretence 

Of Learning, Genius, Taſte or Common Senſe. 
Wha then will cenſure what may here be done? 
What WIr will criticiſe a PiEcE or Fux? 
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Perſons of the DRAMA. 


M E N. 


Sir ALEXANDER DnaweaNslR, Kt. 
Dr. MouNTAIN. 

Sir Nack ADIL TRUNNTON, Kt. 
Squire ANTONY. 

BuLLyBoy. > | 
Lord RiorT. | 9 
RATOR, alias the Brazen Heap; 


WOME N, 


Roxana TERMAGANT. . 
PRG BRINDLE. — 3 
Four Witches. 1 


1 Ghoſt, TIEF . Mb and 
Attendants, 


Diiſcovers Three Witches, 
Enter Hz CY; 


Firſt Witch. 


38888 OW now Hecate? You ſeem eas 
3298 Hec. Have I not Reaſon? DratwFõ- 
8 H 
8 


: 
5 fs canfir is ours: 
& 5 oa He yields again to Dulneſs magic 
| Powers. 
He was indeed a wayward Son, 
Rejecting Opiate and Pun; 
But now again he bears a Part, 
In nodding Dulneſs Art 
Therefore let us, with ſome moſt powerful 
Charm, 
_ Timely prevent qur future Harm; 
| A Ee That 
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„ 48 
That never from us he relapſe again: 
For in the Corner of his Brain, 
There hangs a vap'rous drop of Wit, 
Then mar it e'er it comes to Light, 
And, by the Strength of vain Illuſion, 
Draw him on to his Confuſion. 
Make him ſpurn Wiſdom, Wit and Senſe, 
Retailing Humour out for Pence, 
For you all know that Vanity, 
Is Authors? chiefeſt Enemy. 
Hark ! Iam call'd my Miſtreſs Dulneſs ſee 
Sits in a foggy Cloud, and waits for me, 
1ſt Witch. What are we? 
2d Witch. Witches Three. 
34 Mitch. Bound to what? 
1/t Witch. Boil the Pot. 
Around, around to go ; 
Ingredients in to throw, 
To form a Charm that ever ſhall remain ; 
Nor let Drawcanfir rife to Wit again, 
2d Witch. We'll dot. 
zd Witch. We will. 
1ſt Witch. Then let us raiſe it op—Thrice to 
thine. 
2d Witch. Thrice to mine. 


. 24 Witch. And thrice again to make up 8 


Peace the Cauldron's come 


Cauldron riſes. 
It Witch.” 


[Call without. 


\ 


"4 


„ 
iff Mitch. Let us then around it ſing, 
Like Elves and Faries in a Ring. 
2d Witch. Agreed. 
3d Witch. Agreed. 
It Witch, (Sings) 


SONG. 


| in dene er Dulneſs annoys, 
Me all ſhould rejoice in Chorus 
The Hour of the Time's before 1 Us 
We all ſhould rejoice, rejoice, 
While around wego. 
Let the Scriblers write like Aſles, 
Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 
MM hile our Charm compleat doth grow. 
DA CAPO: 


2d Witch. With all the Speed we may, 
When Dunleſs calls, we poſt away. 
Sometimes upon the Rope we dance; 
Or Capers cut, firſt cut in France; 
Sometimes unto the Sa//-box play, 


Or to the Fews-harp dance away, 


To ſome old Saw or bardiſh Rhime 
With the Midwife and old Time. 
1ſt Mitch. Now like Italian Cats we ſhew, 


And, inſtead of Muſic, mew: - 
A 2- | Where 


(4) 
Where the carping Critics come, 1 
And Blockheads keep their drowſy Ham: 
Or, if with none of theſe we do't, 
We dance to th* Echoes of the Foot. 
3d Witch. But tis Time the Charm begin, 
Throw your poiſonous Compounds in. 
1ſt Witch. Pen of Critic pointed ſmall, 
Whittled ſharp and dipt in Gall, 
Full of ſwelt'ring Envy fraught, 
Boil thou firſt i thꝰ charmed Pot. 


All. Double, double, Toil and Trouble, 
Fire burn and Cauldron bubble. 


24 Mitch. Wetted with my Spittle faſting, 
Here is all the Senſe of Paſguin. 
34 Witch. Here what Puppets learn'd to ſqueak 
If Witch. Here the Tongue that made them 
ſpeak 
24 IVitch. Here the Virtue of Pamela. 
zd Witch, Here Clariſſa. 
1ſt Witch. Here Cornelia 
2d Witch. Virgin from Baudery unmaſk'd. 
3d Witch. Wedding-day----The Banns unaſt d. 
1/t Witch. O: ſtand aſide, and let me come, 
Here, here's the Body of Tom-Thumb; 
For a Charm of powerful Trouble, 
In the Broth of Dulneſs bubble. 
All. Around, around, around about, 
Dulneſs come running in, all Vit keep out. 
I Witch, 


( 5); 
1% Witch. Here a Gooſe-quill. + 
1d Witch, | 
3d Witch. Ink. 
1/8 Witch. Brains that ne'er were known to 
think: 
2d Witch. Poet's Mark wherewith Men brand 
555 em. 
gad Witch. Shot in vain, thrown out at Random. 
iſt Witch. Valet. 
2d Witch. Loveill. 
34 Witch. And Creole. 
All. Dead and damn'd without a Soul. 
iſt Witch. With Laughter that can never tickle, 
Swell itup----Oh ! here is Pickle. 
2d Witch, Here P've got within my Budget, 
A Roſciad and the Brains of Toucbit. 
1 Witch, Here a poor Birth-ſtrangſed — 
Ditch-deliver*d by a Drab ; 
Child of Poverty and Spleen, 
Mother Midnight's Magazine. 
34 Witch. To make it ſtronger it is prudent. 
iff Witch, Here's the Kapehon. 
gd Witch. | Niere the Srudent. 
2d Witch, Here! bee our favourite Delight. 


34 Witch. What ist? 


2d Witch, A Journal Jacobite 
1ſt Witch. To add to theſe and make a pois*nous 
Stench, 


Mere take 4 Ounces of a e, Wench. 


24 With 


| (6) 
2d Witch. Add the Learning of a Blood, 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 
1 Witch. By the Noiſe J hear of Puns, 
Sure Drawcanfir this Way runs 
At the Gate enter ſtrait. 
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Enter Drawcanſir. 
[ Dr. How now ? Ye ſtupid dull and tireſome 
f | Hags, 
| | Ye Imps of Dulinefs,-——Wikar i is it you do? 
if All. A Deed without a Name. | 
Dr. I conjure ye, by that which you profeſs, 
|  Howe'er you come to know it, - anſwer me. 
_ Tho? you untie Ignorance and Dullneſs too, 
Tho'ꝰ their muddy Waves confound and ſwal- 
low up 
All Taſte and Common: ſenſe, tho” the Treaſure 
of Wit and Genius tumble all together, 
Even till Nonſenſe ficken ;--- -anſwer me. 
1ſt Witch. Speak, Drawcanfir. 
* 2d Witch. Demand. 
| 3d Witch. We'll anſwer. 
BY Dr. Have you not rais'd within my tow'ring 
Hopes 
That I alone ſhould mount the Throne of Wit, 
That I alone ſhould reign the Umpirethere ? 
| Have you not often flatter*d me, that I, 
Fi Above the carping Critics am exalted ; 
1 And as the Barking-Dogs near Hoxton ſhew, 
I like the Moon am high as they are low; 
And yet my Mind forbodes it can't be true. 
lam 


: CFE > 
Iam not ſafe, while yet the Town has Senſe; 
I am not ſafe, for that Malicious Town, 
As faſt I get up, ſtill pulls me down. 
3d Witch. Thou ſhaPt be ſatisfied. 
See*ſt thou that Apparation? 

Dr. Ah! the Ghoſt of Vinegar! my Soul 
turns ſow'r within me tis gone now 
I am an Hercules again, A Second! Troplaid ! 
ah ! ſhake not thy goary Locks at me; thou 
wert a Jacobite A Third and like the former 
-—-Filthy Hags why do you ſhew me this 2 

Another! PII ſee no more. 
1ſt Witch. It ſpeaks. 
_ Gboſs. Drawcanfir-—-Drawcanſt ;—Drowcanfe. Ir, 
Dr. Oh were I deaf, I'd hear the. 
Gh. Be vain, be inſolent, and take no Care, 
Who writes, who rails, or who the Critics are: 
Drawcanfr never ſhall be vanquiſh'd, till 
To fight againſt him, riſe a mighty Hill; 
Till che fierce Lion leaves the Afric Shores, 
And in a Coffee-houſe unregarded roars, 
Till Sexes change, and then thy Arm oppoſe. 
Hark, hark what noiſe ?---Yes, tis the Cock 
doth crow, 


NM y Time is {pent----your Servant I muſt 90. 
[Ghoſt exit. 


Dr. Sweet Boadments | good! fly Fear 
unto the Winds, 
Drawcanſir ſhall eber maintain his mighty Name; 


For will the Lion ever grow ſo tame, 
| | 8 As 
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7t 85 
As not to frighten Critics from Bohea, 
Can Sexes change or Mountains fight with me; 
I thank thee——yet Pd know. [Witches n ole 
Ha! vaniſh'd into Air——what—-hO withe 
out there. 


Enter Servant. 
S. What is your Worſhip's Will? 
Dr. Saw you the wierd Siſters, 
S. No my good Lord. 
Dr. It is enough What Noiſe was that I 
heard? 


S. Three Meſſengers juſt now arriv'd, loaden 


With heavy News -the Powers of Grub-ſtreet all 
Are up in Arms, rhreat ning Deſtruction 


Upon Drawcanfr's Head. 
Dr. Let them come on 


They come like Sacrifices in their Trim, 


And to the blink-ey'd Maid of powerful Dul- 
neſs, 
All cold and lifeleſs will we offer them. 
Bring me my Pen and Ink, my Sword and Shield 
1 BACCO — and onward to the Field. 
1 Exit. ; 


SCENE 


„ 
SCENE II. 
A Coffee- Houſe, Comm-Gardins 
Sir Nackadil T: bunnies Squire Antony. 


Sir. N. Antony,---- Antony---ſit down and read 
the News-papers—Boy, what are you gaping at? 
—— Why the Lad's a Nizey [ think——what do 
you ſtare at ? 

Ant. Father, Father, do but * at that fine 
Gentleman there, all over Silver amoſt 
he's as fine again as I am- I warrant his Fa- 
ther muſt be a Lord. 

Sir N. A Lord! Antony-—10---0, may be 
not a Parliament Man. 

Ant. No! why you told me Father, when you 
gi'n me a new Coat at your Election, that I was 
as fine as any Parliament Man' s Son in the Na- 
tion. 

Sir N. Ay! ay Was” | w_ he may be a 

Lord's Son then, for aught I know ;-———or a 
Lord's Baſtard may be who knows? 
Ant. Ho! ho! who? So may I Father, I may 
be a Lord's Baſtard too, for aught I k no] 
neither you nor I know that, you know. | Ha! 
ha! ha! 

Sir N. What do you make of your Mother 
then, you Dog, ha! 

[Breaks his Head with hi Cane. 
| C Ant, 


TTILY 
As notto frighten Critics from Bohea, 


Can Sexes change or Mountains fight with me; 
I thank thee—yet Pd know, [Witches er 
Ha! vaniſh'd into Air-----what-----ho ! with- 
out there. 


Enter Servant. 

S. What is your Worſhip's Will? 

Dr. Saw you the wierd Siſters, 

S. No my good Lord. 

Dr. It is enough what Noiſe was that I 

heard? 

S. Three Meſſengers juſt now N loaden 
With heavy News the Powers of Grub-freet all 
Are up in Arms, threat ning Deſtruchon | 
Upon Drawcanfir's Head. 

Dr. Let them come on 
They come like Sacrifiees in their Trim, 

And to the blink-ey d Maid of powerful Dul - 
nieſs, 
All cold and lifeleſs will we offer them. 
Bring me my Pen and Ink, my Sword and Shield © 
My BACCO Aa and onward to the Field. 
[Exit. : 
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8 c E N E II. 
A Coffee- Houſe, corent:Gerdine 
Sir Nackadil Trunnion, Squire Antony. 


Sir. N. Antony,---- Antony---ſit down and read 

the News-papers—Boy, what are you gaping at? 
—— Why the Lad's a Nizey I think what do 
you ſtare at? 
Ant. F ather, Father, do but look at that fine 
Gentleman there, all over Silver amoſt why 
he's as fine again as [ am I warrant his Fa- 
ther mult be a Lord. 

Sir N. A Lord! Antony--no-—-0, may be 
not a Parliament Man, 

Ant. No! why you told me Father, when you 
grn me a new Coat at your Election, that I was 
as fine as any Parliament Man' 8 Son 1 in the Na- 
tion. 

Sir V. Ay! ay ell, well, he may be 2 
Lord's Son then, for aught I know; or a 
Lord's Baſtard may be ho knows? 

Ant. Ho! ho! who? So may I Father, I may 
be a Lord's Baſtard too, for aught I know —— 
neither you nor I know that, you Know | Hal 
ha! ha! 

Sir N. What FR you make of your Mother 
then, you Dog, ha! | 

[ Breaks his Head with hi Cane. 
C Ant, 
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Ant. O Lond! O Lord! O Lord! 


Enter Bullyboy. 

Bul. What's the Matter, Gentlemeg? What' 8 
the Matter? Ha! Sir Nackadil T Funmion ! 
] am very led to ſee you. 

Sir N. I don't recollect, Sir, that- 

Bul. What have you forgot your Nephew--- 


my Name is Bullyboy -I am the youngeſt Son 
of the F amily of the Bloods. 
Sir N. God fo. I beg your Pardon Kinſ- 


man———T had indeed almoſt forgot you 


you are grown almoſt out of Knowledge ſince you 
came down to Tumblodoꝛun- Hall. about five years 
ago, you was not much higher than this. I think 


-Humph——quite a Man ! tho? I heard 
as much from your Mother —well J am very 
glad to ſee you -here Antony— this, Sir, 
is my Son Antony come hold up your Head, 


and let's have none of your Snuffling———why 
how you ſtand ſucking your Orange, as if you 
were going to be hang d. 

Bul. Sir, your humble Servant, 13 am r 


proud to ſee you. 


—1 don't care how 


Ant. Your Servant, Sir- 


proud you are, not J. . [ Afide, 


Sir N. Ay Sir, this Son Sir, I intend to make 

a great Man— I have brought him up to 
Londen with o me for that W heard [ 
3 ſup- 


(19) 
ſuppoſe, I was.choſen Member for our Borough, 
and that obliges me you know to attend che Par- 
liament. 

Bul. Undoubtedly, Sir. 

Sir N. Now Sir, as hereafter, as things may 
happen and turn out, if ſo be, I ſhould come to 
be at the Head of Affairs; I ſhall want, you 
know, a good clever Fellow, with a ready Wit, 
to write your---what do ye call *em, Pamphlets and 
News-Papers on my Side, when I want to carry a 
Point you know. I am told your great Men 
haye them always in Pay Now if I could 
bring my Son Antony to this, I could truſt him 
better than any body elſe you wn and he might 
ſave me Money too. 

Bal. Right, Sir, 

Ant. I wont do't. 

Sir N. You wont, Sirrah ? 

Ant. No, I wont. 

Sir N. Not aſſiſt your F ather, Sitrah J——— 
why wont you ? 

Ant. Cauſe I wont. 

Bul. Oh Sir! but it is your Duty. 

Ant. What did he beat me for then ? 

Bul. You muſt have rd him, L ſuppoſe E 
very groſsly. 

Ant. Not I---I only ſaid 1 might be a Lord's 
1 for what I knew. What harm was 
8 


( 20 ) 


there in that you know, when he ſaid the ſame 


of you juſt before? 


Bul. Of me, Sir! 

Sir N. As did not then know you, Nephew, 
you know 

Bul. O Lord Sir! I am not at al ded f 

Ant. Well then, why ſhould Father be of- 
tended ? 

Bul. Very true. 

Ant, Well then Humpb. 

Bul. | Aft, de to Sir Nackadil.] I'll tell you Sir 


——— 


| Nackadil———my Coulin Antony has the Seeds 
of ready Wit in his Nature, and only wants a 


little good Inſtruction to fit him for the Taſk you 
intend him ;---if you'll leave him to me, I'll en- 
gage myſelf to give you a good Account of him : 
Mie have Academies here in 'Town, where 


he may learn to be a Wit, a Writer, and 2 Poli- 


tician in a few Hours. 
Sir N. Indeed ! well, I am glad to hear that, 


and as you are fo happily related to him, I am 


ſatisfied you will uſe your utmoſt endeavours for 


his Improvement. Antony 
Ant. Well, what do you ſay? 
Sir N. Come, be a good Boy, Sirrah, for the 
Future; lll forgive you. 
Ant, With all my Heart, forget and forgive 
I fay; never lov'd to bear Malice in my 


Life. 


Sir 
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Sir N. to Bal. Well Sir, I'll leave him entirely 
to your Experience, and ſhall be glad if you'll 


accompany him to my Lodgings ;— Antony 
will give you Directions. Antony, I ſhall 
leave you to keep your Couſin Company. 
| [ Exit Sir NM. 
Ant Couſin ! what are you my Couſin? 
Bul, Ay— my - Heat, 
Ant. Cod, took you to be ſome young 
Lord, you are ſo woundy fine. 
| Bul. O Couſin Antony, if you ſtay in Town 
and keep Company with us Bloods, you muſt 
leave off that ** and loſe theſe lanky Locks of 


Aut. Bloods f Couſin, * what are they! 4 


Bloods! Bloods! 
Bul. Why Sir, N have the Honour to be a 


Blood. ; 
| Ant, O cod! 1 ſhould hke to be ſuch another 
as you very well ;: —why you look amojt as 
well again as I do- —tho*, tho'f 1 ſay't, Lm 
2a clever Fellow in the Main too. 

Bul. Oh! a very clever Fellow, and will be 
much cleverer if you'll be rul'd by me. 
Ant. Gaus, I'll do any thing you bid me. 
Bal. Well then, you ſhall be a Blood: — In 
the firſt Place then, you muſt learn to hate that 


dry old Dog, that left us juſt now. | 
. 1 Ant, 


„ 
Ant. What Father! Oh Cod! [ learn'd that 
a good while ago. 
Bui. And then you muſt laugh. at all he lays 


_ to you. 


Ant. O gauſb but he'll break my Head for 
that tho?. | 

Bul. Pho! pho! you muſt not mind that, 
if he does, you muſt laugh at him again. 

Ant. So I will, now I think on't, or ſuppoſe 
I break his Head too: Ha !---hang me if I don't 
think I could beat him. 

Bul. Bravo! that will do.------And then you 
mult be witty upon ev'ry body. | 

Ant. What, cut Jokes _ *em, ha !---oh ! I 
am a Dab at that. 

Bul. 17 Sir, but your Country aadith are no- 
thing, you muſt be witty the right way, or 
elſe you're Nobody you mult learn to bully, 
pull People by the Noſe, trip up their Ps 
break their Heads, and ſo forth. | 

Ant. Ay, but then they muſt not be ſo * 915 

Bul. Flo, no, you muſt always take care of 
that but you may hum any body ſafely, 

Ant. Hum- ah | pray what's that? 

Bul. hy: ſuppoſe now I was to meet your 
Father I go up to him, and, with a very 
ſerious Countenance, ſay, Lord Sir, I wonder 
you can ſeem ſo unconcern' d, do you know that 
your Son Antony is juſt mew drop'd down dead in 


- 


> % 


| (23) 
an „ Fit ? Upon my Honour lis true 
So, putting him into the utmoſt Conſter- 
nation, go away, and laugh at the old Dog. 
Aust. Cod, this is good Fun enough, and then 

he'd run home frighted out of his Wits, and find 
it all a Joke : Ha! ha! gauſh 1 like that. 
And will this make me a Blood? 

Bul O Lord Sir, no! theſe are but half the 

ualifications. You muſt learn Humour 

Ant. O Sir, I am of a very py Humour al- 
ca 5 | 
Bul. Oh! that you muſt break yourſelf of 
and learn to box, talk Baudy, roar and look big. 

Ant. Oh! I can roar and look bis ou 
ſhall-fee now. — 

Bul. O Lord Sir! that will never do------This 
Sir, is the way. [Swear's loudly and afetedy, 

Ant. O Lord! O Lord! 

Bul. And then to be truly humorous, you muſt 
ſteal Trinkets and Pocket- books from the Ladies, 
which you are to keep for the Jeſt's ſake ;—— 
then Sir, you are to bilk Taverns, 
the Waiters down Stairs, break all the 
Glaſſes in your Way — ally into the Street, 
take all the young Women you meet for 
Whores, and kick the old ones into the Ken- 
nel, knock down the Watch, - lie all 
Night in Covent-Garden Round- Houſe,---be carried 


before the Juſtice, where you have nothing to 


rumble 
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do but to prove your Father a Gentleman, and 
the old Dog his Worſhip will ſtand by you in 
abuſing all the World. This, my Boy, is true 
Humour. ou muſt alſo be a Critic. | 

Ant, A Critic! ha! that's ſomething harder 
ſt]l———#-&nt. N "MY 

Bul. No Sir, nothing eaſier — — vou can 
read, I ſuppoſe. | 

Ant. O yes, I can read. 

Bul. Ay, well, but that's not very material, - 
if you can do any thing more than tell "PO: Let- 
ters it will be ſufficient. 

Ant. My Letters! oh I could tell my Letters 
at 4 Years old. 

Bul. That's more than ſome Critics can do at 
thirty. | 

Ant. And thts I can write very well, and- telt 
Latin: Quid Agis? What are you doing ? 
Repeto mecum, 1 am repeating by myſelf. 

Quid repetis. 

Bul. Faith, my Boy, you are a hmm Scholar 
than half the Critics at Sam's, George's, or the. 
Bedford But this is not much to the Pur- 
pole, Sir, you may criticiſe upon Authors Very, 
well, without ever reading, or even being able to 

hs them at all, | 

Ant. Ah! like enough thc, ü 

Bl Ay, that's no more than this, . 

Then 
you 


| | * mat ae to have read every thing- 


12350 


you muſt frequent all the Coffee-houſes where Wit 


is pretended to; and whenever a Performance is 
mention'ꝰd you mult ſtand thus, and cry with an 


Air of Diſdain; 0b Sir, Stuff Sir, Damnation | 


Stuff Sir, ftupid Stuff by G--d, The Author's an 
Aſs, damme. 

5 

Bul. And then at the 1 905 new 
Piece upon the Stage, you are to go, becauſe 
ev'ry body does Before the Curtain riſe s, 


you put the Houſe in a Riot, and afterwards you 


muſt groan and oy Augb, off, no more, no more, 
Damnation low ! - Oh, and then Sir, you 
muſt whip ſuch a Machine as this out of your 
Pocket, and — {IVhiſtles with a Cat. call. 
Ant. Ho! ho! ho! well, that's well enough, 
er me try. Damnation low [M biſtles. 1 
Coles, I believe I ſhall ſoon learn.— Well, and. 
will this make me a Blood like you, ha 

Bul. This is all the Inſtructions you wil re- 
quire, the reſt will come eaſily of itſell. 

Ant, Will it ?--,-Then I'll be a Blood, damme. 

Bul. Well, you'll remember what I have told 
you, and I'll ſee you again in the Afternoon 
Here's an Acquaintance of mine coming, that J 
| * want to talk with. 
W ell, well, I won't tell any body what 


you — 1 
Bul. No Sir, you _ leave me, 


( 26 ) | 
Ant. But I'll keep this. 5 
Bul. Ay, ay, take it with you to practice. | 


Ant. So I vill. Damnation low. 
[ Goes out whiſtling with a Cat-call- 


Bul. Ha! ha! ha! high Humbug ha! hal 


hal. 
Enter Waiter. 


I. Sir, a Porter has brought this for your 


Honour. 
Bul. A Letter from Jack Riot? © 


{ Breaks it open and reads, 


Damme Jack, we had high Hum laſt Night 
at Mother Brindles,. . Bitch Peg. damnation 


& ſaucy, ——knock'd up a Duſt and play'd 
« Hell; you'll come to George's, ——A 
Mob of us going to ſee Blood Henley, and Poor 
00 Nell, Juſtice to be Bam'd, and the Doctor in 
& fine Pickle,— dam my Blood. 


Bul, Have among you, my Boys. 


} 


SCENE 


Jack Rior.““ 


(Exit. 


7 
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8 CEN E III. 


Doctor Mountain, adi a Paper. 


The er gerda Journal! Death and Hell! 
This, this will ruin my beſt labour'd Scheme. 
Two Stars keep not their Courſe in one e ſame 
Fßpfhbere, 
Nor can one Town e' er brook the double Reign 
Of an Inſpector and a Cenſor too. 

I hate Drawcan/ir; for, on ſingle Sheets 

He wants to do my Office; and beſide 
His works are read, while mine neglected die. 
This like a pois' nous Mineral gnaws my Inwards, 
And nothing can or ſhall content my Soul, 
Till I am even'd with him let me ſee | 
To keep my place, and yet plume up my Pride-- 
How? How? Oh! he has late atchiev'd melia; 
A. Maid that parallels Deſcription and wild Fame, 
One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens : 
Suppoſe 1 tell him ſhe's upon the Town, 
A common Proftitute deſpis'd by all, 
She wants a Noſe, and that's a ſmooth Diſpoſe 
To make her be ſuſpected. Now Drawcanki ir 

Is eaſily abus'd by Vanity, mh 
And will as tenderly be led by the Noſe 

As 8 are . twill do but ſec he comes. 
| > Enter 
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| Enter Drawcanſir. 
Dr. It was a falſe Alarm Faſt in their 
Tents 
Sleep on the Powers of Grub Fe reet, ſcarce awoke 
By Poverty or Fear---I'll therefore to my Love-- 
Excellent Wench ! Perdition catch my Soul 
But I do love her, and when I do not, 
Chaos is come again Oh my Amelia! 
Moun. Ah! didſt thou name Amelia 
Dr. Why : ? Wherefore ſhould I not, with 
Raptures name her? 
Moun. Here kneel thou down and .. a 
ſolemn Vow, 
Ne' er to own that deceitful Fair again: 
For ſhe has undone thee, Dratocanſir; ſhe has 
in' d the. | 
Dr. Doſt thou join ruin with Amelia*'s Name? 
Doth ſhe not come replete with Wealth and Ho- 
nour? 
Aloun. O no Drawcanſr „I ſhe has robb'> thy 
Name 


Of that high Rank and Luſtre which it boaded: 


Has levell'd thee with Men of common Fame, 
Has made thee a Picture for the Hand of Scorn 
To point her flo w and moving Finger at. 
There's not a Boy, or Porter in the Streets, 

But caſts the baſe Amelia in thy Teeth, _ 


For 
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| For ſhe has been a Proſtitute to all, 
Till ev'n the Rubbiſb of the Town are ſicken'd. 
Dr. Ha! Villain! Mifcreant ! what is that 
ou ſay? 
Learn to reſtrain the Licence of your Slat; 
For, mark me, Sir, I will not have her Name 
Pro fan'd. | 
Moun, It is the Curſe of Fools to 56 ſecure, 
And that be thin Dream on, nor think upon 
The Vengeance till thou feel'ſt it, for eber long 
Thou wilt be damn'd, 
Dr. Damn'd for Amelia 
Is ſhe not fair as Painting can expreſs, | 
Or Fancy form! eternal Excellence 
 Dwells in her mind, and fits upon her Tongue. 
Be damn'd for her ! 
Moaun. Thou wilt be damn*d and hiſs d about 


the Town, 


Branded a Fool, a Scribler, Idiot 


w_ Ha! 
Learn thus Obedience? [Strikes Bim. 
Aoun, Hal a Blow! thou'ſt us'd 


Me well this to 2 Heart 
Dr. And ahi to thine, 


[They fight. 
Moun. By Heav'n my Sword has Joſt 1 its uſua] 
Point ! | 


Dr. And fo has mine———ſuppoſe we. make 
it up, 


And 


And both of us will flouriſn- 


"cation: 


and Grub. ſtreet the ſame Place— 


( 30) 
And bam the Town———you own your Pow” r 
ſubdued, 


Moun. Ha baſe born Tike ! 
Would'ſt thou with venal Traſh Pollute my 
| Fame ? 
Know I diſdain thine Offer- 
Dr. Then thus thou Villain will I be reyeng d. 
Moun, And I- [They go out fighting. 


SCENE IV. 


The Brazen HEAD. 


4 Specimen of true Orar oR v. 


Old Women the Peſts of the Creation what 
conſtitutes them? Ignorance and a College Edu- 
Univerſity itſelf an old Woman — 
Want of Impudence watit of Senſe no Man 
belide myſelf eber dard to ſay ſ@——— Nonſenſe 
Puns Quibbles Conundrums 
Smart Sayings——St. Paul's Church-yard 
Puffs — 
Horſes, the Conſumers of Qats, gone to draw the 
Aſes to Mother Midnight's Oratory———long 
Ears beſt to taſte the Muſic of the Salt- box 
In my humble Opinion they are got on the wrong 
fide of the Poſt there- Mary Midnight not 


herſelf—See the Old Woman's Dunciad=——what 
N fig- 


(30.3 
ſignifies her pretending to ſtand up for her own 
E-xiſtence ? ? She don't exiſt at all I can 


prove it. | 
Roxana 7 mans, an old Apple Woman, 


whois ſhe? Who's afraid? not J I don't 
ſcreen myſelf under Petticoats -none but 
Fools and Villains oppoſe Fuſtice Who's a 
Favourite at Court?- Lam they can't 


perſuade me to be a Biſhop for all that §uß- 
fidies ſulſide — Who's King then 2—1 ſhall 


write my own Memoirs ſoon—or ſet up a daily 


paper—the Clare-market Journal ho'll ſmoke 
then ? Proteſtants Who? Pope 
a a Pop = who ſays ſo? . No honeſt Man- 
I am an honeſt Man Nobody'! deny that— 
| whoever could prove me a Rogue? | 
"Tel neceſſary Women ſhould have maſculine 
Epithets when Men creep into Petticoats-----why 
ſhould not a Woman be call'd a R ogue, Raſcal, 
Scoundrel, Villain----no Proof to the contrary--- 
Sauce for Gooſe Sauce for a Gander---I ſay it 
prove It. New Aſtronomy, no Aſtronomy 
Greſham College an Old Woman Man in the Moon 
ſet up there by Moſes. Moſes a much greater Man 


than Sir Lſaac Neroton.— a Comet, what 


Neither a Catharine Pear nor a Cheſhire Cheeſe. 
Mother Midnight made Uſe of unfair Weapons 

—Salt-boxes ! why does a Salt-box make her a 

better Aan? Why I can get fiye Salt-boxes, and 
e | N — 


o 
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then I am five times as good as ſhe----Solo on a 
Broom-ſtick -- did you ever hear a Dog ſing--- 
Signor Canini from Bologna----come forth----now 
trult your Ears 


Here a Song by a Dog. 


There's the maſterly———the grand coup. 
the ev'ry Thing ———Muſic itſelf no more than 
Sound, Sound no more than Noiſſe———1 my- 
ſelf a good Muſician perhaps a little harſh 
to old Women or ſo———but come Sig- 
nor Canini renew the Strain 


Dog ſings again. 


—— Conviction / now who's Conqueror? Epa- 
minondas a great Man———I much like him 
have been up long enough ſince I go down 
unconquer'd. 


SCENE 


05 


SCENE V. 


Juſtice Bobadil Dr. Mountain, Rive, Sir 
Nackadil Trunnion, File, Mrs. Brindle. 


Juſt Well, Sir, and what Buſineſs do you fol- 
low ? Your Name is File, you ſay—do you never 
attend the Play-houſe Door, to lee the c 
ſafe out? 

File. No, Sir. | 

Fuſs. I believe, Fellow, you don't firidtly « con- 

fine yourfelf to Truth did you never ſee my 
Face before? 

File. No, 5ir nor do I ever deſire to ſee it 
again, | [A4fade. 

Ju. What's that you mutter about ? 
Who has any thing to lay to the Charge of this 

Man? 0 | 
Moun. I, Sir-—be aſſaulted and robbed me, 
as my Servants can witneſs. 

Fuſt. Your Servants |! Man—why, who are 
you, Fellow? | 


Moun. Sir. | | 
Fuſt. Sir, I fay, Man Fellows — who are 
you ? 


_ Moun, I am call'd Mountain, S. 
Justi. Mountain! alias Dungbill, ay— ay 


I know you—the vileſt Fellow that ever wore a 
Head. 
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Head. —Well, and you have been robb'd, you 
ſay, by this Fellow Very well, I have done 
with you,—you may go down—Man—you are 
not to go away—do ye mind ? Tou ſhall be 
bound to proſecute, and if you ſtir out of the 
Houſe I ſhall ſend a Warrant after you—Ay, for 
all you look ſo,—you're a Gentleman, and as 
ſuch I uſe you— _ 

Moun. Infolent Raſcal ! [ Exit, 

Fuſt. To Hile—ſtand you aſide, Felloẽ- 
J ſhall talk to you preſently. [Exit File] 
Well, Miſtreſs, who are you ? What have. —_—_ to 
ſay ? 

Mrs. Br. My Name is Brindte; it it pleaſs 
your Worſhip, —this young Gentleman here is 4 
vile Fellow, and laſt Night broke into my Bed- 
chamber and raviſhed me, without giving 1 
any Thing for it; which your Worſhip knows 
is a cruel Thing—whefi, I have kept Houſe in 
the Pariſh and paid Taxes this two Vears un- 
der your Worſhip's Protection and Favour.— 
But theſe young Fellows think they may do any 
Thing with any body, becauſe, as how, we are 
civil and obliging to our Cuſtomers, and all that, 
if it pleaſe your Worſhip. So therefore, I 
beg your Worſhip will make out a Mittimus and 
ſend him to Newgate, and have him ſcragg” d 
for indeed *twas a Rape, if it pleaſe your Wor- 


ſhip, 


1 poſe. 


(9951 
ſhip, and he ought to be hang'd as much as Pen- 
lez or Maclaine. 

Fuſt. It is very well, Madam, we are. ac- 
quainted with you, and conſequently know you to 
be a creditable Woman—you ſhall have Juſtice 
done you—— Well, Sir, what do you ſay to 
this? 

Riot. Damme Sir !—a Birch of Bitches—damn 
my Blood ! 

Fuſt. That, Sir, is nothing at all to the Pur- 
poſe. 

Riot. I very ſeldom do talk to the Purpoſe, Sir 
Aoes your Worſhip always do that ? Thar, Sir, 
is a damnation Failing of mine. 


Fuſt. Sir, I ſhall make you ſpeak to the Pur- 


Riot. Will you by the Lord ? Then you'll 
make me do more than any body elſe can. 
Feſt. Sir, do you KNOW chat I am a Jung of 


Peace ? 


Riot. Not I, Sir, but I 1 ſo by your Stopi- 


dity and Inſolence. 

Fuſt. Dare you affront a Magiſtrate, Sir, in his 
Office ? Do you know, Sir, that I ſhall ſend you 
to the Gatebouſe ? 

Riot. Not 1—damn my Blood it I know any 
ſuch thing. 

Fuſt. Do you know, Sir, that it is in my 
Power to commit you to Newgate ? 
. Ds > Riot. 
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Riot. Nay—nay, none of your Hum, my dear 
Barriſter—but diſmiſs me—I muſt go to the Bed- 
ford—damme | | 

Juſt. This muſt be ſome young Fellow of 
Quality by his Impudence ; I muſt take Care 


how I act with him.—I'H try him a litle further 


however—[ 4fde.] Do you know, Sir, the Con- 
ſequence of a Rape ? 

Riot. The Conſequence of a Rape, old Boy ! 
—a Baſtard, a Baſtard, or two at moſt—— 
but there's no Danger with Peg there; fhe'll 
breed nothing but the Conſumption of Mer- 
cury. 

Mrs. Br. Indeed, if it pleaſe your Worſhip, 
1 am as honeſt a Woman, in my Way, as ever 


broke Bread. 


Riot. Only in a damn'd bad Way, Peg— 
T'll tell you, Bobadil your Worſhip would do 
well by putting her in a better, by ſending her to 
Bridewell, damme ! 

Jui. It muſt be ſo—he's ſome Spawn of Qua- 
lity—Pray, Sir, may 1 have the Honour to know 
who you are ? 

Riot. As you begin to grow a little civil and 
intelligible, I'll tell you, Sir—I have the Ho- 
nour to be a Son and Heir to Lord Riot. 


 Fuſt. Lord Riot! Jet me ſce—whereabouts 


doth he live? — Iz or out — Riot — Riot — 
out — ay; but then he's Brother to Bacon Hope 
that 


(29) 

chat married Viſcount Dangle's Neice, who was 
Siſter to Viſcount Favour, that married the Earl 
of Place's Daughter, who is Son to his Grace of 
Promiſe ; and ſo it is poſſible I may offend ſome- 
where. Aide] Though I have not the Ho- 
nour to know you, Sir, I ſhall nevertheleſs be- 
have in this Affair according to Juſtice Do you 
know, Miſtreſs, the Conſequence of bringing ſuch 
a Charge as you were going, againſt the noble 
| Gentleman ? | 
Mrs. Br. Indeed, if it plas your Worlhip, 
he did | 

Fuſt. No Woman, he did not. 

Mrs. Br. I'll take my Oath. 

Juſt. Ha! Woman do you contradict me? 
How do you ſay it was? 

Mrs. Br. ——Why——if it pleaſe your Wor- 
ſhip——T1I goes up Stairs 

Juſt. How, Woman! I Gozs up Sina 
falſe Engliſh, Woman, falſe Engliſh, and conſe- 
quently what you ſay muſt be falſe - your 

Mittimus ſhall be made out immediately. 
Riot. No——no——damn the Birch, I have 
abus' d her, let her go about her Buſineſs, | 

Juſt. If twill oblige your Lordſhip that ſhe 
be diſmiſs'd or elſe it is proper theſe People 
be made Examples for the Good of Communi:y— 
Woman, I believe you are a fad Creature; but 
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eſs in my Nature; and am in Hopes you will 
amend, you may go. 
have given your Lordſhip ſo much Trouble; your 


Lordſhip is at Liberty whenever your Landi 


pleaſes. 4 
Riot. Servile Dog! Ha! ha! ha! | 

Sir N. Hold, Sir, a Moment, perhaps I have 
not ſuch a Veneration for your Quality as his 
Worſhip ; therefore I ſhall charge Mr. Conſtable 


with you for the Inſult you put on me laſt Night 


in your Way to the Round- hauſe, and expect you 


find Bail, before his Worſhip, to anſwer me in a 


proper Place attended you here this Morn- 
ing for that very Purpoſe. 


Riot. Why, faith, thou art a very comical old 
Fellow, damme Do you know now I don't re- 


member J ever ſaw your Face before? 


Sir V. That may be, Sir—f muſt aſſiſt your 


Memory then. 
Riot. Why thou art an odd Bitch— what 


ſhall I ſay to this Fellow, Bobadil? 
Fiuſt. Oh! I'll deal with him for your Lad. 
ſhip preſently——pray, Sir, who are you? What 
are you? Whence do ye come? As the Man can 


give no Account of himſelf, I ſhall fend him to 
the Gatehouſe, my Lord. 

Sir N. Me to the Gatehouſe, Mr. Juſtice ! do 
you know, Sir, that I am in the Commiſſion of 
the Peace, and of the Quorum! and that I am 
Repreſentative in Parliament? 


Juſt. 


I am very ſorry 1 


and ſeem to come to a right Underſtanding 
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Jul. How! . 
Sir V. For the Borough of Muddlutown 


Faſt. I had like to have gone too far here. 


| | [ Jha. 
Sir N. Send Sir Nackadil T1 runnion to the 


Gatebouſe, indeed 


Fuſt. I beg Sir Nackadil Trunnion's Pardon in 
the moſt ſubmiſſive Manner, but I hope a Miſtake | 
ariſing from the many Deceptions People of the 


poorer, and conſequently of the viler, Claſs put 
on us, will find an Excuſe- 


And I hope alſo, 
the Error his Lordſhip might poſſibly, unknow- 


5 ingly;.; and I am confident unwillingly, committed, 
is not of ſuch a Nature in itſelf, as to make either 


of you ſlight a Reconciliation. As nothing is more 
conducive to the Promotion of Juſtice and the 


' Good of Community, than the perfect Amity of 


People of - Power and Fortune, and which it is 
neceſſary they ſhould preſerve, in order that the 


lower Part of Mankind ſhould meet with the Pu- 
niſhment due to their Offences——if you will 


do me the Honour, with his Lordſhip, to ſtep 


into the next Room, a Moment, I will attempt to 


clear up this Affair, in which I am ſure, as you 
are Men of Fortune, there is not, on either Side, 


any thing contrary to the niceſt Points of Honour, 
J uſtice and Good- manners. | 


Sir N. As you are fo perfectly obliging, Sir, 
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er T hings, 1 will hear what you have to 47 


to't. 
Riot. A dry troubleſome old Bitch, 8 


I believe I had better make it up with him, damn 


SCENE VL 
Enter Roxaza Termagant. 


Raiſe all my Powers, the Powers of Grab- Breet 
raiſe, | 

Drawcanfir trembles at the Name of me. 

My Ranks in King: ſtreet ſhine on oh my 
Heart! 


I'm ſick of Love, and for my mortal Foe; 


Drawcanfir's Charms have pierc'd my tender | 
Breaſt : 

Oh wherefore then do I, in ſeeming Hate, 

Riſe up to Battle thus againſt his Power 

Oh! but to conquer and ſubdue his Arm, 

That I may bend his ſtabborn Soul to Loye, 


Enter Moun tain. 


Mouy. Why ſits the Child of Dulneſs cenſipe here? 
When now her Hoſt of Friends have ta'en th? 
Alarm, 


Are up and ready to revenge her Cauſe; 


The roaring Lion threatens to devour, 
Drawcan/ir”*s ſelf and all his boaſted Power. 
1 © Tu. 
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Term. Ha! ſay'ſt thou Doctor? Doth the 

Lion roar? 
He is Queen PDulneſs Friend but yet 431 2 
May I not hope Drawcanfr is ſo too? 
For oh ! I bluſh to tell thee that I love 
The dear Drawcanjir. | 

Moun.— Ha! in Love with him! Alle. 
I thought that J alone poſſeſs'd her Heart 
Have not I told her twice ten thouſand Lies? 
Boaſted of Favours I had ne*er receiv'd, 

In vain to win her Love? What muſt be done ? 
O now I ha*t—great Madam, if by me 
You'll condeſcend to be advis'd, I'll make 
This mighty Hero gladly own your Love. 
Term. Wilt thou do that? Then ſhalt thou 
be our 
F riend—all Grub-ftreet ſhall be a made, 
Each Day, to feed your Lion and yourſelf. 

Moun. I'll do't I ſtudy'd Phyſic in my Youth, 
And can procure ſuch charmed powerful Drugs 
That ſhall command the Paſſions of the Soul, 
And bind Drawcanjr to your Charms for ever. 

Term, I've read indeed that Magic hath ſuch 

Powers— 
Go, try and proſper—yet, alas, I fear— 


I'll to Ben Seagley you may find me there. 
Exit. 


Moun. And I to miniſter the Draught—O 


Fool—Fool— _ 
BE Fool! 
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Fool I'll make him loath her Name 


But how ? Oh! an Emiſſary Vl get, 

That while he ofer his Journal daily ſleeps, 

Shall pour it laviſhly into his Ear; 

Which ſuch ſtrange Work ſhall in his Memory 


make, 
That never more he ſhall for her awake, Exit. 


SCENE VIE: 
Enter Squire Antony whiſtling. 


Cod, here comes Father- 
Fun with him— 


now I'll have ſome 

PII um him damme. | 
_ [Begins crying. 
Enter Sir Nackadil Trunnion: 

Sir N. Well, Antony, what's the matter, Boy ? 
What do you cry for? Wn are you blubbering 
about ? 

Ant. O Lok | . O Lord! O Lord! 
our Houſe at Tumbledown-hall is burn'd down to 
the Ground, and every thing deſtroy'd here 
has been Steward Poundage to look for you, and 
tell you of it he*s gone to ſee about for you. 

Sir NM. Tumbledown-hall burn'd to the Ground, 
and all the rich Furniture and Plate gone to the 
Dogs! oh I am ruin'd! undone ! I had rather 
have loſt half my Eſtate. Where, where is Mr. 


Poundage gone? What is there nothing ſav'd at 
| all ? 


C25) 
all Where did the Fire begin >? What part 
of the Houſe ?—Is your Mother fafe ? Oh I ſhall 
_ run diſtracted. 
Ant. Ho! ho! ha! a Hum ha! ha! ha! 
Sir N. What do you * at your Father's 


Misfortunes? 


Ant. Why Father you're humm'd Ho 
Sir N. Humm'd ! you Dog, what do you 
mean by that? 
Ant, Ho! ho! why 'tis al a Joke Ho! 
ho! I don't know wy thing about T umbledown- 
Ball, not I. 
Sir N. Tou don' TEE” ar*t you a pretty Fel- 
low to make Game of your Father, ha! Sir. 
[| Breaks bis Head. 
Ant. Ho! ho! ho! I don't mind that 
damme——1 muſt not heed that—there 
[Puts himſelf in a boxing Poſture at a Diſtance, 
and darts a flirait Blow at his Father. 
that's for you—hang me if I don't think I could 
beat you, at dry Boxing,—if twas n't for that Cane. 
Sir N. Amazing Impudence! you do, Sir! 
then there, and there, and there. [ Beats him. 
Ant. O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! no indeed 
I don't pray Father. {Falls on his Knees. 
Sir N. O! have I brought you to Reaſon 
young Gentleman, and pray who has been tutor- 
ing you to this ?—Who ſet you on to abuſe your 
Father, Sirrah, ah ! come get up and tell me 


where have = been? 
E 2 1 Ant, 
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Ant. Couſin, you left me with, told me I ſhould 
hate you, and not mind what you ſaid to me, and 
then he ſaid it was witty to hum any body. 

Sir N, A mighty pretty Fellow, that! I ſhall 
go and acquaint my Brother Bullyboy of this Be- 
haviour of his—and you, I ſee Sir, have pro- 
fited more by his Inſtructions in half an Hour, 
than you have done by mine theſe eighteen Years. 
wanted you to turn over a new Leaf, and 
this is the Way you was going to do it; but, 
Sirrah ! I ſhall turn you back again to your old 
Chapter 
of theſe goodly Tricks of him ? What more did 
he tell you? | 

Ant, Yes, he ſaid T muſt learn to bully and 
ſwear, and look big and fo, and then I muſt learn 


to be a Critic, and to cry Stuff, Damnation low! 


and to whiſtle thus and that would make 
me a great Man. 

Sir N. Mighty pretty! a fine E ellow, that! — 
I had intruſted my Son with a fine Raſcal—he 
would give me a good Account of him—a very 
good Account indeed, and this was the Way you 
was to become a great Man—Come along, Sir, 


and if ever I ſee you converſing with that Couſin 


of your's again I ſhall wring your Noſe off for 
you—Tome, Sir, I ſhall take another Courſe with 
you—l am now going to Gre/vam Callege 
Come along, Sir, let me ſee if you can 
learn nothing better there. a,. 


SCENE 


Well, and did you learn no more 


But let me paule 
Of what unequ- A are we fram'd? 


One Day the Mind, replete with Wit and Senſe, 
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SCENE VIII. 
Drawcanſir ſolus—reading at a Table. 


Draweanſir ing. 


Strange that my Sword ſhould want its uſual Point. 
How dull its Edge! ſure ſome ſuperior Power, 


Like mighty Pallas, in the Shape of Ruſt, 
Oppos'd my Arm 
Tho' Hills on Hills Poppoſe my Vengeance meet, 


by Heav'n it ſhall not be 


My Foes ſhall all lie ſprawling at my Feet. 


Dictates ſecure and fondly tells berſelf, 

The Hour of Dulneſs will return no more: 
The next, the Spirits pail*d and fick with Study, 
Turn all to Nonſenſe, and the Town deſpiſe, 
O my Amelia] what haſt thou return'd 


For all the Toil and Labour which I ſquander'd, 
Dulneſs, Averſion, Tediouſneſs and Stuff? 
Sour'd all mine Hopes and damp'd my tow'ring 


Fame l- 


Hand J left reading. Reads 
I. being reported that a HILL muſt be level d, 


before the Bedford Coffee-bouſe could be taken, Or- 
ders were given accordingly ; but this was after- 
wards found to * a M TIL a 7 ſecond Expreſs afſ- 


furing 


0 38 z 
Hering us, that this HILL was only a little paultry 
Dungbill and had long before been levelPd with the 
Dirt, [Falls faſt aſleep. 


Enter an Apothecary 
Drugs apt and Time agreeing, 
_ Faſt aſleep, no Creature ſeeing, 
Mixture of MI DNIGHT Weeds collected, 
Works thrice damn'd and thrice neglected. 
Journal in Drury-lane begun, 
Poor Compound of Ribaldry and Pun. 
Pierce the /oft Receſſes of thy Brain. 
[Empties @ Phial into his Ze, 
My Buſineſs done, I now go out again. 
[Exit . 


Drawcanſir wakes, 5 ö 
This candle doth want Snuffing— Ha! what's 
this? | 
| | | [Ghoſt riſes. 
Gb. I am thy Genius——and I come to ſay, 
The Powers of Duineſs fight with thee To-day. ” 
Dr. W e e ee e ſhould 1 fear? Since \ 
Fate has ſaid | 
T never ſhall be conquer'd *till unfear*d 
The Lion roar, a Mountain rear it's Head, 
And Sexes change. 
Gb. Be not deceiv*d—this is already true, 
In yon Piazza, hark, the Lion roars, 


An Hill uplifts z7*s Head, and— [Ghoſt / finks. 
Dr. 


C84, 

Dr. How is this? 

Vaniſh'd! 1 5 kw: more of this—Ha! 
Now | begin to fear and doubt the Word 

Of that equivocating Ghoſt but, ha! ORE, 


Whom have we here? 


Enter Roxana Termagant and Mountain. 
Moun. Fear not, the Charm will work. 
a R. Ter. to Dr. O my lov'd Lord, my dear 
Drawcanſir, hear me. 
Dr. Ha! Woman, who art thou? A= 


be gone- 
R. Ter. I am thy mortal Fae, and yet thy 
Friend. 
Dr. Woman, away, I know thee now 
thou art 


Roxana Termagant——=but wherefore here? 


Why doſt thou come to brave me at mine -Home? 


At King-ſtreet end I'll meet thee by and by, 
And thou or I in Wit ſhall lower lie. 
R. Ter. to Moun. Didſt thou not ſay the Charm | 
had pierc'd his Brain? 
Moun. The Charm was naught 
left out a Grain 
Of ſpecial Puns he can't endure thee now. 
R. Ter. Then ſhall he die——ſhout Dulneſs, 
and fall on! | 
Dr. Held ——hold in vain you draw your 
tthreatning Sword, 


there was 
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1 bear a charmed Life, and cannot die 


Till Sexes change, Hills riſe, and Lions roar unfear'd, 
K. Ter. Deſpair thy Charm, for know 1 was 
a Man. 
Moun. I am a Mountain, aid a Lion keep 
To roar at thee. 
Dr. Accurſed be the 23 that tell me ſo; ; 
For it hath cow'd my better Part of Man : 
And be thoſe juggling Witches ne'er believ'd, 
Thoſe Imps of Vanity that ſwell our r Pride, 
Yet cheat us of our Hopes | | 
Yet, I will fight ye both at once fall on. 
| [They fight——Drawcanfir falls. 
 Moun. Now let's. nge the Battle will be 
ours, 
We ſhall diſperſe full ſoon his friendly Pow” IS. 
To mighty Dulneſs be a Sacrifice, 
The Queen for you and 1 reſerves the Prize. 


[ Excunt Mountain and Termagant: : 
Dr. How are the Mighty fallen /—I am down, 
O now farewell—farewell ungrateful Town. 


Tobacco ſtops my Throat, my Race is run, 


And now in Death I'm punzſo d with a Pun. 
[Exit Qing. | 
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